I malce a wilderness
Of white:

IBy slcyey cold
Of crystals made,
All softly, on
Your finger laid,
I pause, that you.
JVly beauty see :
Breathe, and I vanish
Instantly,

WINTER
Green Mistletoe !
Oh, I remember now
A dell of snow,
Frost on the bough ;
None there but I :
Snow, sriow, and a \vintry sky.
None there but I,
And footprints one by one,
Zligzaggedly,
Where I had run ;
Where shrill and powdery
A robin sat in the tree.
And he whistled sweet;
And I in the crusted snow-
"With snow-clubbed feet
Jigged to and fro,
Till, from the day,
The rose-light ebbed aw^ay.
And the robin flew
Into the air, the air,
The white mist through ;
And snriall and rare
The night-frost fell
Into the calm and misty dell.
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